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guinea hunter heels over head. I never hesitated. I
rode a bee-line, hell for leather, to the town in which
the 7th were quartered, stabled the mare and rushed
back to the house I was staying at as fast as a country
fly could carry me. I felt very guilty sitting silently
through dinner listening to the abuse hurled at the head
of the unknown stranger who had upset the apple cart.

The second day's hunting was also on the occasion
of a lawn meet and a ball at a large house in the north
of England. We found a fox most suspiciously near
the lawn, and having allowed him time to get away,
we proceeded to a river which ran across the park not
far from the house. Among the guests were two of the
greatest partis in England. Two young men, nice-
looking, of good birth, very rich and owners of large
landed estates. They quite rightly fancied themselves
a bit and turned out splendidly mounted and immacu-
lately dressed. I wore a black coat and rode a three-
legged hireling, so I felt a pariah and an outcast and
kept in the background. The river was not jumpable,
but there was a shallow narrow ford and all made for
it. The two " beauties " were mortally afraid of getting
splashed on account of their boots, so they both made
for the shallowest part of the ford. They kept knee to
knee and went along very gingerly. Just as they got
to the middle the bits of the two horses for some un-
known reason got hooked on to each other, and there
followed a high old splashing and floundering in fairly
deep water. All this occurred in full view of a lawn
crowded with women.

The poor lads had to go back and change, and the